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In The Mists 


Disclaimer: Don't know ‘em, never met ‘em, have no idea what they're really like. This tale is based purely on 
my rather twisted interpretation of their public and on stage personas and if you don't get that then you need 


some serious mental help, dude. Anyway, no disrespect is intended to the gents collectively known as Metallica 
Summary: Sulphurous steam stirs some deep thoughts in James.. 

Author's Note: Inspired by a weekend visit to Iceland, to see the boys and do a bit of sightseeing. Amazing gig. 
Amazing crowd. Great people and a wonderful country - you should go there. And don't leave Geysir - the 
place and the particular geyser - off your list. (The two tourists that Geysir himself went off for happened to 


be us - and everyone really does know everyone elsel) 


Incidentally, its true about the record stores selling out of the new album in an hour; people came from all 


over the island to buy it. They're keen over there, I'll certainly give them that! 
@~@~@~@~@ 


James turned his head slightly, watching the pearly steam swirl around Lars and Rob as they peered into the 


cerulean depths of the boiling pool. 


"What makes it that colour?" Asked Rob, fascinated by the glowing blue green of the hot rocks under the 


slowly roiling, clear water. 

"It is..algae. How you say? Cyanobacteria. Blue green algae. Very old form of life." 
"Fuck," said Lars mildly to their guide, stretching out a finger toward the water. 

"No no no! Is hot!" 

Kirk shook his head, steam condensing into diamond sparkle droplets on his black curls. 
"Typical Lars. If he burns his fingers off itll be his own fucking fault 


James gave a snort of laughter, noting the slight weary shadows under Kirk's eyes; the crowd hadn't wanted 
to let them go last night, and they'd not only stayed on stage a lot longer than planned but ended up partying 
until - well, he was going to say until it got light but at this time of year it never got dark, so.. 


Iceland in the summertime. The record company had the brilliant idea of playing here after the country's 
entire stock of St Anger had sold out within an hour of the record stores opening; that sort of enthusiasm, it 
was felt, shouldn't go unrewarded. 


The four of them had expected a good response from the crowd - after all, it was apparently the biggest gig 
ever performed in Reykjavik by several orders of magnitude - but they'd been completely blown away by the 
sheer enthusiasm of the crowd. They just hadn't quit..still howling and screaming full blast after two and a half 
hours and two enthusiastically received support bands. It was all that sunshine; a whole country full of 


energizer bunnies. Jesus. 


Anyway, they'd finally got to bed around six-ish for a few hours sleep before going out to do a bit of 
sightseeing, accompanied by half a dozen photographers; Metallica at the sights. Yeah, right. He and Kirk had 
barely had time for a cuddle before passing out; brief fooling around in the shower hadn't been enough either, 
and James felt something stir as he watched Kirk wandering through the warmly drifting droplets, a figure 
half seen then vanishing before reappearing at his side. Mystery man, wreathed in steam.. 


A bump and whoosh interrupted his erotic musings, snapping his head around just in time to see a hundred 


foot column of boiling water erupt from the ground nearby, making Lars whoop like a kid and Kirk jump. 
"Fuck," he snorted, shaking his head at Kirk, “and they say that's the smaller one? What's the big one like?" 


Their guide chuckled at him from nearer the blue pool. "Big. He only goes off once a year; my brother in law's 
cousin works with a man at the store and he said that Geysir went off Saturday night for two English 


Tourists who came to see your show. So he won't perform for you; sorry.” 


James blinked at the man. "Does everyone here know everybody else?" 
Their guide thought for a moment, then smiled broadly. "Yes," he answered with a grin, "almost." 


He walked back to Lars and Rob, leading them further along the little rise and pointing out the next brightly 


coloured pool. The photographers followed, leaving James and Kirk momentarily alone in the steam. 

Kirk leaned into him and smiled out at the view, occasionally revealed through the twisting wraiths of vapour. 
"Weird place..but kind of beautiful. Land of ice and fire..you know we're on top of a volcano here?" 

James nodded slowly, tickled to amusement by the sight of Kirk's normally enthusiastic curls beginning to be 
dragged down by the weight of moisture clinging to them; it looked the way it did when he would join him in 


the shower and a jolt of heat curled around his hips at the memory. 


He pulled his lover into him and nipped the side of his neck gently; the group were out of sight in another cloud 


of steam, so the pair were temporarily alone. Kirk leaned into James, chuckling quietly. 
"Horny beast. Look, can't you hang on for another hour or so?" 


James growled softly, nuzzling Kirk's wet hair away from his ear. "I've got a new name for you, Noisy Thing," 
he murmured, giving the lobe a swift lick and being rewarded by a sharp intake of breath. 


"Oh yes?" 


"Yeah. So come on," he grinned, taking Kirk's hand and dragging him firmly out of their private cloud to join the 
others in theirs, "or we'll be left behind..Steamy Thing!" 


And they joined the others, laughing and admiring the landscape as the waters boiled and rolled, and the 


continents sailed smoothly on... 


